The magic boy
By Ruby
I will put invthe bow

The last petal of a flower,
the last bounce of a ball,
The last flicker fromv o candle:

I will put invthe box

A ruler withv nothing ow it
A pervwith ity last bit of ink;
A painted rock from a park:

I willput invthe box
Three birdys singing,
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My box iy gold and rose and steel,
With dreams onthe Ud and hearty inthe corners;

Ity hinges awe the hoofs of o horse.

I shall bike with my box
Onthe great fields of the countryside;
Thenw awrive at o beach and build o castle to-home my
box.



